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Blanco, the charger of Peninsula days, he will never
abandon. He has brought this old friend out from
England, despite his years, paying high for the passage.
"My bill for him and baggage is only one hundred
pounds. How honest John Bull in the city touches one's
pocket. Thirty of this is for Blanco, twenty for King,
seveji for insurance, the rest is cheat and devilment.
However, anything is better than cutting Blanco's throat
after sixteen years' comradeship. I may go to perdition,
but not for Blanco anyways. My poor, good old beast!"
Again, as he draws near Cephalonia, he pictures to him-
self his first visit to his two famous roads, and wishes
that, in case of death, he may be buried in the old
chapel on the summit of St. Liberale's Mountain, so as
to "lie on the top of the road. Many a poor mule's
soul will say a good word for me at the last day, when
they remember the old road."

Meanwhile the Greek insurrection had run its course
of blood and devastation, and as yet out of its four years'
chaos of desolation victory had not dawned upon either
combatants. Ibrahim, the son of Mehemet Ali, had now
carried an army of Egyptian and Nubian soldiers into
the Morea, and men, women, and children were being
slaughtered by this clever but cruel master of war. Till
this time Napier had longed to throw his sword into the
scale with the struggling Greeks, but his desire was
tempered with a just determination that no premature
or foolhardy action should give his enemies the oppor-
tunity he knew so well they longed for. He feared to
find -himself suddenly struck out o| the army list, and
his service of thirty years with all its toils and wounds
thrqwn away. "When I saw Greece about to rise in